HE ex-Empress has taken her

old apartments at the Ho-

tel Continental, two steps

from her former palace,

the Tulierles, and she

walks daily in the Public Gardens,
attended only by one lady-in-waiting,
supporting herself more than ever
on her constant ebony crooked stick.
She passes usually unperceived and
unrecognized aicong the governesses,
knitting on the seats and the bables
playing, and invariably turns away
when she or her attendant sees any
one who might recognize and salute
the ancient sovereign. The guar-
dians of the Tuileries, who have come
to know the annual visitor, have
strict orders to ignore her presence.
I recall the funny old Frenchman,
ex-soldier, who used to make liver-
fes and riding habits, and whose
boast it was that, standing sentinel
at the gates that day, he had been
the first one at the palace to hail
his Empress on her return from the
most incredible drive to Notre Dame.
His walls, mantels;” desks, tables—
look where you would—you found
pictures of his adored Empress, nev-
er ex- to him. Some were funny to
the laughing point, taken in the
early days of photography, while the
fashion in street dress would have
made the angels weep. Two, though,
were in riding habit, standing, and
oh, showing such sweeping lines of
beauty, from splendid shoulder to
dender foot—fine and true as the
linés of an Ftruscan vase. And in
one large picture she wore the
crown. But there was & haughty
sadness in her face, such as may
have Been there when the Castig-
lione made the third obeisance be-
fore her, while with bold eyes she
paid her homage to the Emperor.
There were souvenirs of many kinds
in a locked cabinet, and from among
them he brought a large gold locket
to me and, opening it reverently,
showed to me a morsel of heavy
white satin with a stripe in it and
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some silver brocading. Tears were
in his eyes as he murmured: “Her
wedding dress—oh, yes, madame, eet
is vun true scrap.”

The plece. was too small to show
all the silver design, but I re-
marked the brocade stripe. And
guite excitedly he declared that
even at the time of the marriage
the papers had never correctly de-
scribed the material of the robe.
“And now she wears that,” said he,
pointing to a bit of black crape in
the opposite side of the locket, with

the one word “Chiselhurst” en-
graved beneath fit.
Another picture, taken in wvery

early married days, was gentle In
expression, but it was wvery sad,
and I asked him: “Do you suppose
she was then grieving for the lover
she had lost?”

He answered that he did not be-
lieve that the beautiful Eugenie
had grieved deeply over the loss
of her lover, since it was believed
she was rather cold to her adorers,
but that she had suffered cruelly
from her sister’s treachery—that sis-
ter whom she had admired, whom
she had loved to the vergs of
jdolatry. The wooing of an sm-
peror might well be as a balm
to her hurt pride, but for the heart

{with a shrug), well, he did not
know. That the empress was sad
—yes, traly, for one Ilittle minute

on that very day
he was sure.
He described how the people had
been won by her beauty, but when
they had brought the immense sum
of money they had raised among
themselves alone, the price of the
splendid jewels they had wished to
offer her as their wedding gift, she
had lifted her stately head and all
her face was gentle as a littie
child’s when she entreated those
in authority. that not one jewel
should be bought for her, but that
the money should go back to them
in the form of a great hospital,

of the wedding—
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meeting happened during the great
hubbub of which I have just writ-
ten; and at the same time I met
another who had great weight in
my futnre affairs.

The princess and I became rather
well acquainted. I was not a gentle-
man, according to her code, but, in
he historie words of the drug clerk,
I was something just as good. She
honored me with a frank, disinter-
ested friendship, which still eixsts.
I have yet among my fading souve-
nirs of diplomatic half a
dozen notes commanding me to get
up at dawn and ride around the
something like sixteen miles. She

service

lake,

was almost as reckless a rider as
myself. She was truly a fam

rider, and a woman who sits
on a horse can never be aught
graceful. in fact,
and charming, with the mﬁ.»r
nificent black eyes I ever beheld
Teutonic head;
gongstress of no ordinary talent. If
I had been in love with her—which 1!
salemnly vow I was not—I should
have calied her beautiful and ex-
hausted my store of complimentary
adjectives

routhful

She was, f
mag-
in a

witty, besides, and a

The LHacic cause of all t

his turmofl,
narra-
hold

about which I am to
tive, lIzy in her edu
that a Cerman prind should never
be educated save as a German. By
this I mean to convey that her edu-
cation should not go
man literature, German h Ger-
man veneration of laws, German
manners, and German passivity and
docility. The Princess Hildegarde
had been educated in England and
France, which simplifies everything,
or. I should say, to be exact,
plicates everything.

She possessed a healthy contempt
for that what-d'-ye-call-it that
hedges in a king. Having mingled
with English-epeaking people, she
returned to her native land.
brain filled with the importance
feminine liberty of thought and
tion. Hence, she became the bram-
ble that prodded the grand
which he turned. F
were

n my

ation. 1

beyond Ger-

com-

ever way
fiilled with horrors, his m;,l's\
with mares which did not have box-
stalls in his stables.

Never could he anticipate her in
snything., On that day be placed
guards around the palace, she wrote

verses or read modern fiction; the
mioment he relaxed his vigilance, she
was away on some heartre
capade. Didn

bility by

nding es-
t £he scandalize the no-

dressing up as a hussar

gznd ridinz her famous black Meck-

>

Hadn't she
h the French
turned her

nister

lenburg cross-country
flirte o 1
attache
bick on
very momrent, 02,
tions were going on bet
sia and Barscheit relative to a small
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, at the

negotia-

ween

Rus-

plece of land In the Balkans? And,
most terrible of all to all to relate,
hadn't s_pe ridden a shining bicycle
up the Konigstrasse, in broad day-
light, and in bifurcated skirts, be-
sides? T shall never forget the in-
dignation of the press at the time
of this last escapade, the stroce of
apoplexy which threatened the
duke, and the room with the barred
window which the princess occupied
one whole week.

Thev

irned the offepsive bleyele in
of the palsea, ceremon
the princess had wit-

auto da fe frcm her

It is no strain :jpon

conjure up the pic-
re of her fine rage, her threatening

< er compressed lips, her tear-
les flashing eves, as she saw her
tiful new wheel writhe and twist
1 gots. But what the
e W I duke to do with a
a United

St s i

= exchanged, and 1

f pre the duk to
tate at he i weel h less
t ANg ad been directed

ece. This leiter

was duly fory ledd to the manufac-

t'ie manner of their
fully altered

t
magazine adver-

e phrasing

us war was

an automobile agent visited

the town—at the secret bidding of her
} s—but he was eremon-
i er t tier that
} teetl ve rattled llke
dancer's ,'v WAS & Egreat
« ntry i as you
w fi if you me the honor to
follow me to tl .

S0 the grand duke swore that his
niece

ould wed Doppelkinn, and the

princess vowed she would not

rge of my horses
he palace maids b

between the duke and his
I was anxious to be off on
was compelled to listen to

4 Duke—In two months’
all wed the Prince of Dop-

The Princess—What! that old red-
ver! 1 shall marry where I

Grand Duke—Only
One w

where you
uld think, to
talk, that you were capable
something.
- You have yet to learn,
1 promise
18 =candalous. I will
one of the people—a man.
he Grand Duke—FBah!
1y on his way down to the stables.)

But e princess had in her mind a
ich, had it gone through safe-
have added many gray hairs
(e's scanty collection. It was
hty ins;o"'.m': plan, too, for a
n to figuM® ou
s attitude mwn'd the girl U*
duke stood alone, d his back his
ministers wore out their sl-ucs in wait-

eers, )

e me,

(Swears soft-

Jehir
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where in sad and sufferinz hours alone for a moment, and in that mo-
they wug.i. find free shelter, rest ment, mademoiselle, like a masque
and care, and so be reminded of fell down vite, all the smile—
her love for them. And she had the ligt very life seemed io
had her will, and the common peo- 280 Oul of that so perfect face. On

ple were touched by her thougzht of 1nstant she lean the nead weariiy
whem, while vite, vite, the Emperor against the window frame. the p-vr.va
saw 1he political value of the gra- ¢ast down like a beauntul Mater
cious act. Dolorosa, and her sadness creep

‘Then, on that great day of the chill-like over everyone of us. Many

wer (g, as the bride was to wear
no jewel of their giving

crossed themselves, and said low, “It

is an
the market 18 an omen:

womes, they appointed a committee “Then all suddenly one old fish-wif
to selc:'. and purchase flowers and ked out at

those of the comn
to see that they reached the pals idiots!
promptly—s0 also the fish wq
to be both their

Empre=s on her return from church. color of mourning that you

tee: “Pigs, it is the flower o

- sorrow you have sent to her!” While

greetir

another

rave out: ‘It

Then we at the palace gates saw the bride of our Emperor! Violets
e splendid rocess’on aAg e Se B e

the splendid r!y ¢ n dra purple violets to a bride! Pigs,

length slowly back to us, fdiots, devils! It i{s an omen—a sign

in the imperial carriage of «

caught a glimpse of that
liness from
there came first a long
like a sigh, and then br¢
ricane of “Vivas!’

fight beg:

They are terrible
‘A-a-a-ah’ - Bl

Ry w~@8,  tear omne another like wild beasts

ke the hur- The soldiers try hard to make order

thousands

—when a voice up above us says out,
“Ah, she was superb! No shrink- clear and

tle: ‘Oh, soldiers, don't

ing, no gaucherie; smiling, but

ly, she might have been the daugh- “And {l

he idea t} '~.’ any soldier on
ter of a hundred kings! So, robed earth rt a dame des Halles
) : ) - « ian 14 S
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rant with ora 4 : B e s
ran w1 1 iTE [ 5 + +
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ldiers on the

glitter of diamonds

f pearis
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.:’A
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ed market-woman
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for the

opened
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that old witch 2
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n

men had g the flower of e
-

sent to her ow—not fit to send a bride. It w

an omen, and, given at the Tuiler-

S {es t pointed to Chiselh
he N y the Tuilerie Eu-
m sometl genie is ignored!™

wowww

fng on the caprices of the girl, whila Chloe following knowingly at my heels revoluti onists,
the grand duchess, half blind and ut.’ 1 could feel the crumbling rust
deaf, openly worshiped 1 . 8

consplrators,

her w

wholly adorable nieca, and abett
in all her escapad So far - LS t
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My clerk posed. . . W CAar 3
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at at the very tinted and glowing like sncient ivory
I was to hit upon 2 : 1 a <s vou that in
ture was only " — gs—and they have
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tan boots 1
stock, and never a
snow blew 1

peasants
cap or X relents?
net what to do
1 have never be¢
ecourage—I tried
ald of a matcn. 1o 1
was absolutels

nothing

12 » south highway: that ing of my rding-cro

which seeks the. wval beyond the of that huge door w
lake. The moonfiln upon noisy as a feather.

everything; on on and turned it i tie v 1 doing here?” asked
the great 8 f the door opened witho 1 <} with the candle, her midnight
glacier abov tepped into the hallway, which eyes drawing dewn her brows into a
road that stretched elvet black. frown of displea

ribbon-wise. High up . on I I bow n with, T.find a
mountains bled ched. Sup gate unlocke ng curlous, I
in amethyst. AS € T4 t

miles from the
had been in the s
Nobody t a king
ride a horse more t
hour. 1 cast
spend the ni
in sight, :
during tbn 1a syad no shelter o 3
for my v, around a fioor. As I have
bend in the road, I saw the haven I a coward,
was seeking. It was a rambling, tot- keep my
tering old castle, the weary, anyhow
center of a the
tiles of the
towers were
heavy fall o
Lady Chloe sr

an d an-

a bout r 3 1 f the voic
amounts 1t

nto a impertine

I had passed

horse Su

observed, T am not -

I had all T zould do to right
which we
from knoc

I have a
here, now at all
e stixrup- ler voice was cold and authoritative
(ing under . is an inn six miles farther
ad; this is a private resi
you can not remain

times’
legs

the ilence

the » song died 1 s t)

I echoed
have

dismally.
imperti-

seemed

nied, and broke ty v euce I have been in the
were was life Th ) fornm I have ridden nearly
rode up to e question in my W ft < noon. I am dead
1

d and stretched slammed the least give me time

gAaLe The lock it. sure eno positiv before taking up the
hm‘g loose, like a par rtic hand. I could door again. n it the manner
Evidently those Inside nothing There to do but walt, s entrance informal; but
to fear from those outside I grasped and wai iing ears Here how was I to kno There was not
an iron bar and pushed in the g2le, nere myste inhabitanis—they ven a knocker on the door by wit
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